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Continued. 


Upon Clermoni’s promise to supply his plaee, Johnson 
sot leave of absence fora week, and returned with Sophia, 
who was now, a fine tall girl, “almost ten years oid. At 
the sight of her, Ciermont no longer wondered at the ge- 
nerosity of the grateful Mr. Fitzrandolph; for had he have 
had the means, he would have placed her in independ- 
ence: for he looked to her as the preserver of his life. Mr. 
Pemberton was delighted with her, and declared if her mo- 
ther would part with her entirely, he would adopt her. O, 
cried Johnson, I have taken care that she will never trou- 
ble me, for I lent her fifty dollars; so I shall keep Sophia 
until itis paid, if she will stay with us. 

A few weeks so endeared the children to Sophia, (for 
there were two of them,) she dreaded nothing so much as 
a return to her mother: but she had nothing of that to fear, 
for the next letter they received from her, was to entreat 
Sophy to ask Mr. Herbert to lend her fifty dollars, adding, 
L will pay him in e few weeks. Tlns request, Clermont 
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complied with, and ina few weeks after, she went off with 
Hofiman, leaving Harriet to live as she could, and Jack- 
son put her out to board, although he said he would not 
marry her. ‘Thus was the innocent child snatched from 
destruction. Mr. Pemberton paid the young men the 
hundred dollars, and put her to board with Mrs. Wilson, 
for though he liked Mrs. Johnson, he did net think her a 
proper person to educate such a girl as Sophia. 

The weather had now become so cold, that Clermont 
expected every morning, Eloisa wouid tell him she could 
come out no more. ft was late in November, the trees 
were all bare, while*their late gay foliage,— bestrewed 
the ground. No bird hailed them with their pleasing me- 
lody, nor grasshopper bounded from their feet. The wood 
was dark and dreary,—no sound broke the silence around, 
but the heavy murmur of the North-East wind, or the dash 
of the waves, as they broke on the rocks at the edge of the 
river’s bank. 

I will come here no more, this fall, said she; it only calls 
up melancholy reflections: for it is thus I lose every thing 
that is dearto me. ‘The cold hand of death destroys them, 
and leaves me a lonely wanderer in a desert drear. But 
you do not mean to decline walking entirely, said Cler- 
mont. Not till a fall of snow comes, answered she. They 
then parted as usual. 

Ihave a letter for thee, said Eliza Wilson, from 
England. Clermont took it, though his agitation was too 
great to permit his opening it for some time; but when he 
did, the first line shocked, the next distressed him, and 
before he got half through the contents, he sunk to the 
floor, from whence he was carried to bed, where he lay 
ter some wecks, in a violent fever and high delirium. Now 
he called on his dear father to forgive his involuntary pas- 
sion; then on Eloisa, his dear Eloisa, to forget him, for 
he was a parricide. But Ilove you Eioisa! Angels alone 
can love with a passion as pure as mine. ‘Then would he 
sing, : 

* To a shady retreat, fair Eliza I trac’d,” 


while the wild notes drew tears from the eyes of those who 
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heard him. “* Buthush! do not teli her I love, though Iknow 
she loves me :—but I can never be hers, then why should 
I prevent her being the wife of some worthy man, who will 
not be forced by a cruel parent to forsake her? 


No peace to her heart, tho’ anether’s it be, 
Health to her cheek, tho’ it bloom not for me, 


I'am unworthy to possess such a treasure, for I have kill- 
ed my dear father, and am the accursed of God.” 

Alas! poor youth, sighed Mr. Pemberton, would to 
God thou wert at rest in that Heaven, which thou art only 
fit for. But who is that Eloisa he talks of to Johnson? A- 
las! [ know, not, replied he. Not know her! said Cler- 
mont, O she is pure as mountain snow:—but hush, don’t 
let her know I killed my father, or she will hate me, theugh 
I believe she loves me now; but she keeps that to herself. 
She never told her love, but let 


“ Concealment like a worm i’ the bud, 
“ Feed on her damask cheek,” 


Now Johnson, you will not say that I ever was your rival, 
for Eloisa is not Phebe. But do not tell her that J love 
her, for she does not know it, nor ever shall. I wish there 
was a ship bound to Liverpool, continued he, O when 
does she sail?—-What to day! But I cannot go to day, for 
I must bid Eloisa farewell. Farewell! dear girl, a long 
farewell, for if the weather 1s too eold to walk, I cannot 
help it. You might have told me where you lived, and not 
hid from me. Your mother will not die, will hae! ? Do 
not kill her then: for O how terrible is the idea of having 
murdered a parent. But I did not want to kill my father, 
for he was sokind, [only asked permission to marry the 
gitl Llove; so he need not say I killed him. Well, well, 
cdo not die, I will not have edi old man, but I will never 
marry, that is certain, for I can——love* but one. Thus 
he continued to rave, and accuse himself of parricide, for 
a week ; until by repeated bleedings, he was reduced to the 
brink of the grave. At length his fever subsided, but ieft 
him so emaciated, thatehé could not move; and it was ma- 
ny months ere he could quit his room. During his illness, 
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Mr. Pemberton, made every inquiry for Eloisa, but. no: 
person knew who or what she was. 

By the beginning of March Clermont was able to pre- 

re for his return to England, and he took a reluctant 
leave of his friends. Isabella was now mother of a third 
child, which was at his request called Eloisa. Clermont 
and Eloisa, said he one day mournfully, are, and ever will 
be brother and sister: it is thus my every hope ends m 
disappointment; but I will now seek retirement’s pleasing 
shade, and devote my heart to love and thee. He longed 
to see Eloisa, and to bid her farewell, Lut he knew not 
in what part of the city to seek her, and it was too early 
in the spring for her to have ventured out. 


A RETURN HOME. 


Thus was Clermont compelled to quit the girl his soul 
held dear, for whom alone he wished to live and return to 
his native country. With a debilitated constitution, a shat- 
tered mind, depressed spirits, and a broken heart, Far 
different had been the sensations he had hoped to have ex- 
perienced on his return; when youthful hopes beat high, 
as they had, ere his mother’s letter dashed them to the 
ev ound, Now all was gloom, anarchy and distraction: 
his family would reproach him as the cause of his father’s 
death. What though those reproaches were silent, 
would they be the less felt? No! for they would then 
strike directly to his heart. But when he thought of 
Eloisa, it was misery. What could, or what would she 
think of him? Surely she will despise ‘met W hat, seck her 
affections by every art, love could devise, and then for- 
sake her without assigning any reason whatever, it was a re- 
finement on.cruelty. In suchreflections passed the voyage, 
which was short and pleasant, unmarked by any event: yet 
was he miserable. tortune had showered on him her fa- 
yours, but they could not give happiness, and in his opin- 
ion, we possession of Eloisa with honor, without one dol- 
lar, would be preferable to the thousands that he now 
considered as mere counters. Nor could the sight of the 
white cliffs of Albion recall his spirits. He gazed on them 
with indifierence. She is notthere: rather would he have 
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seen the intricate windings of the Delaware, but I shall 
see them no more, sighed he, nor can I even hear of her, 
for she is literally dead to me forever, and I must forget I 
have ever seen her. What, forget Eloisa! No, no, im- 
possible. : 

(To be continued.) 


——— ee 


ASINUS versus VALERIAN. 


‘¢ [jl shave him like a punish’d soldier, dry, 
No killing sow shali mase so sweet a cry. 
PETER PINDAR. 


In my former commmunication, I challenged certain 
persons to controvert certain assertions therein contuined. 
I likewise declared, that if I could not conquer by strength 
of argument, I would by dint of words; but the gentle- 
man who took up the gauntlet, has in this anticipated me: 
and I hereby do accuse and impeach him, before the ho- 
nourable the Court of Criticism, as a culprit; z guilty of wil- 
ful and premeditated plagiarism; 10 so much, as, that he, 
knowing that it was the avowed and declared intention of 
‘* an ass,’’ to use words only, and not arguments in the con- 
test, did in his kicks and blows given to thie said ‘‘ass,”’ 
use words only, and not arguments ; thereby depriving the 
said ‘* ass” of the use of his lawful weapons of warfare. 
A recurrence to the communication.of Valerian, will easi- 
ly substantiate the charge. But my dear Sir! you whose 
“* invention is so boundless,’”’ whose *‘ resources are so ex- 
tensive,’’ how could you descend to such meanness? How 
could you, reposing in your saloon, ona Turkey _Otto- 
man; or sitting in your library, in state, ona chair cover- 
ed with crimson velvet, « star-spangled canopy of the fi- 
nest Persian silk over your head, a silver standish set with 
gems before you, a golden pen in your hand; minstrels, 
while they tune their ivory harps, | ‘chanting your praises, 

singing men and singing women joining in ‘the chorus, 
the fair daughters of Circassia dancing betore you for yout 
amusement! how! could you do, what one of these 
despi¢ sble gentry intended to do, “ who, cither by the ray 
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of a watchman’s link, as .he slept upon.a market-stall, or 
the more feebie ray of a rush-light, cheering for a moment 
his wretched garret, as it passed through its numerous 
chinks, has been roused untimely from his roost, and be- 


come” 
‘* Awake to buzz, but not alive to sting.” 


How! could ‘‘ one of the first poets in America,” 
adumbrate a person, who, “ it is very perceptible has been 
little used to the nicer grammar rules, and indeed,” whose 
‘** sentences are so obnoxious to criticism, that I,’ (one 
of the first poets in America’’) ‘* do not intend to prosti- 
tute my time in the attempt.” How could the poet, “ who 
soars to the fairy regions on the bouyant wings of imagi- 
nation, limp, and grovel, and stumble along” with the un- 
pennated prose write? How could you, who wished it 
to be inferred, that you ‘‘ did” not ‘‘ wince most con- 
foundedly under the lash of the” attic ** ass! How 
could vou, who assured both the “ asses” that their 
unqualified ccnsure was your greatest eulogy !’”? How could 
you take for your paradigm one of * those waspish asses, 
who scribble for the gratificatiou of an envenomed mind”! 
How could the full-fledged schoolmaster proleptically imi- 
tate *‘ the callow school-boy.”’ 

Apropos—a book is at hand, whether on a garret win- 
dow, ora stall in the market, gentle reader I leave to your 
judgment to decide: but from this book I shall make some 
extracts; and on it I shall make some remarks. The third 
poem in it, is entitled *‘ Honor,” the last lines of which 


run thus, 
‘« To others openly to do, 
As you would have them do to you, 
Remember, Charles, is honor.” 


And therefore, as somebody has designated me by the ho- 
norable appellation of ‘‘ an ass,” and has introduced me 
into the company of a certain other *‘ ass,”’ and as 


“ | hate ingratitude worse in man, 
Than any taint of vice whose foul corruption 
Iuhabits our frail blood.” 
I shall return the compliment, by adding somebody else 


to the drove of “asses,”” The vice of ingratitude, has been 
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so strongly depicted by the author of the book abevemen. 
tioned, in a couple of stanzas on that subject, which, 


though they differ in diction, agree very much in substance 


with Shakspeare’s ‘* Blow, blow, thou winter’s wind ;’’ 
and he has spoken of it in so indignant a manner, ‘in his 
poem on honor, that my conscience would never forgive 
me, were I not to make him a suitable return, for the ma- 
ny benefits I have received from his hands. 


“* Nor let that passion e’er obtrude, 
Relentiess, dark invra‘itude 
Within thy soul’s warm mansion ; 
Like the torpedo’s touch, it numbs, 
And every virtue cold becomes, 
Prevented from expansion. 


If services are, Charles, repaid 
With injuries, can it be said 
Such actions spring from honor? 
Impossibie; so censured guilt, 
' While seas of guiitless blood he spilt, 
[f The unrelenting Bonner.” 


_Ishall fully repay all the services I have received irom 

unebody, and here assure the said somebody; that I not 
ont do, as I have been done by, but as I would be done 
by—for I esteem one of my company quite an honourable 
gentleman. For the attic ‘‘ ass”’ I cannot answer, but the 
one who pens this communication 1s a poet; and one, who 
whenever he has been adjusting his books, in the library 
of poetical merit, has uniformly placed his own effusions 
and those of Valerian on the same shelf. Goddess of ego- 
tism! only to think of the vanity of we “* asses:’’ each 
‘< ass’’ not only thinks himself equal to his brother “ass,” 
but is amazed, and falls in a passion, when the rest of the 
donkey fraternity do not think so too. 

In a literary convocation, held a few evenings since, a 
person chancing to assert, that Valerian was the ‘first po- 
et in America,” his friend contradicted him; saying, he 
thowght a certain Mr. Searson, better entitled to the honor, 
Let the dispute ‘be settled by the High Court of Criticism: 
let them say, whether Searson or Valerian, shall be ho. 
nored as the “ first American poet’. If the honor is gi. 


ven to Valerian, I share it with him. I will not -be : 
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connecting link of Valerian and Searson, On what shelf 
seever Valerian is, there will I be, and there likewise shall 
Atticus take up his abode. Then there will be three “ass- 
es’? inthe pack. Justatrio. We will have aconcert, in 
which Valerian shall howl a growling bass; Atticus croak 
a basting tenor; and Mordax Carman grunt a queremoni- 
ous counter tenor.* Oh! we will have delightful bray- 


ing. 


Ocean affrighted, shall lift up his head, 
Groan a deep groan, then scek his wat’ry bed ; 
The skies shall low’r, then pour down floods of rain, 
Envy, the tongues of chatt’ring parrots, chain. 
Geese, ganders, goslings, cocks and hens and chickens, 
Flapping their wings, shall cry, ““ why what the dickens.” 
“ Why what the dickens, asses, why this clamor! 
You bray just like a mill with a tilt hammer.” 
Oxen shall bellow, spotted panthers how], 
Cats mew, dogs bark, and doleful screech the owl. 
The whole emit aquatic volcanoes, 
And frighted beards recede far from each nose. ia iat 
And this not all, more things inanimate, 
(Such is the will of overruling fate) 
Shall in the general movement bear their part, 
Products of Science, and products of Art. sai 
Great Homer’s page shall be surcharg'd with gloom, 
While chairs and tables dance about the room. 
Johnson’s big dictionary, shall in th’ affright, 
Put out the eandle ; but the candle’s light 
Shall swiftly run, and as it runs shall fly, 
Soar up the chimney, and not say-———* good bye.” 
The stones which pave the streets, the boards, the floor, 
Leaving this globose earth shall upwards soar: 
The smoke which erst was wont hich to ascenc, 
Shall to the cellars now its courses bend. 
Stone shall be turn’d to wood, wood into stone, 
And Hartung’s Alley dolefully shall groan ; 
From§No. 5, clean through to Number 8. 
The horror breathing echo shall vibrate. 
Poor Mrs. Carr, shall unto both her ears, 
Clap her fair hands ; for great will be her fears, 


* (Note.j—The treble being totally unoccupied, a female perform- 
er is wanted for that part, immediately. I know not what we shall 
do for instrumental performers: except we ean prevail on Jaques, to 
seize Alphonso’s harp, and “ tune the bow.” Such other “ asses” as 
may feel disposed to assist in this concert, are requested to send their 
names to No. 5, Hartung’s Allcy. 
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‘hat now will fall the great Parnasaian mount, 

And now dried up be the Boetion fount. 

She'll to her daughter call, and* Rachel” say, 

“© My chiid, my child, take care of the Tea Tray‘ 

Why all this braying ? Ob! my brain runs wild, 

Is it for this, I’ve wrote, and tugg’d, and toil’ d, 

Is it for this I’ve trod the path of glory, 

Is it for this ve brav’d a grim world’s fury, 

‘Yo hear my authors say to one another, 

‘Youu are an ass;’ and *so are you, d-e-a-r brother’ 1° 
“ QUOMODS VALES” 


* 256" 
(To be continued.) 


THE GENTLEMAN’S LOOKING GLASS. 
No. 4 


(Continued. ) 


After some time a family from Philadelphia, bought a. 


villa in our neighbourhood : and I feignedsome excuse to 
visit them. Itis quite needless, Madam, for me to inform 
you, that, let the ostensible cause of my visit be what it 
might, the real one was to see whether I could not discover 
R. R., ora substitute for him, among the residents at the 
villa. When I arrived there, I asked for the daughter of 
Mr.—; at the same time telling the footman, that I came 
o see if they did not want any pigs or poultry. He said 
hey had plenty of pigs and fowls; (which indeed I knew 
before.) but I feigned some excuse to tarry, till Miss Ju- 
lu, who was walking, should return; and he showed me 
ino a small sitting room, where seeing a book, I took it 
up, hoping it might contain something on the subject of 
wlich | was so inquisitive. How shall I describe my emo- 
tiois, when I found it to be a work expressly treating on 
lov: and marriage! in which every thing was expressly set 
dovn, as plain as plain could be though in ra- 
theran unintelligible manner. ‘Tobe short, it was a mo- 
dernnovel in which there were letters from a lover to 
his nistress, and to his friend; telling all about i:; how it 
bega, how it progressed, and how it terminated: what 
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occasioned, what continued, and what concluded it.—Ay, 
said I, now I shall know all about it: this will give me the 
necessary information: I shall know all about both cause 
und effect. I must either beg, borrow, or buy the book ; 
and if Miss Julia does not seem inclined to part with it, I 
must stealit. ‘hat ] might not lose any time, I immedi- 
ately set about perusing the work in question; and had 
thumbed over a number of leaves, before Miss Julia re- 
turned. I soon changed the subjec from pigs and poultry 
to love and matrimony ; declaring, I thought the memoirs 
Iheld in my hand, more interesting than any I had ever 
read. The young lady satd she,had read some much more 
so; but since I was so pleased with the book, begged me 
to accept of it; and concluded her speech, by offering to 
lend me a pumber more of the same kind, in case I desir- 
edit. Gratitude almost overpowered me: and I was go. 
ing to thank her in the best manner I could, but recollect- 
ing, thatit was my business to act and_not to talk, I seized 
on my treasure, and bidding her a hasty adieu, hurried 
home, retired tomy own apartment, and never closed the 
book, till I was fully acquainted with its cuntents. 
Though Miss Julia’s father was the only gentleman who 
resided at the villa, my visits to it were not less frequent, 
thanif she had had half a dozen unmarried brothers. She 
was very courteous in her behaviour, and very obliging in 
tending her books ; from which, as I thought, I derived 
much useful information. Notto lose any time. I imme- 
diately set about practising the arts there recorded. I o- 
gled, sighed, simpered, blushed, bought a fan and learn. 
ed'to flirt it, &c. &c., but the youth of Germantown pre- 
sented an impenetrable phalanx of hard hearts, to all Cu- 
pid’s darts andarrows. Once, indeed, aswe were crowd. 
ing from a singing school, one of them squeezed my hand 
but whether accidentally or intentionally I shall not decide 
I never observed any thing else in him, symptomatic ofa 
séft heart. Frequently have I walked in the woods, in tle 
vicinage of our dwelling, with the vain delusive hope, thit 
some pastoral being would there take a fancy for me; aid 
finding all my attempts to sleep by a purling rill, ineffett- 
ual, I one day took a tolerably large dose of laudanun, 
which lulled me asleep pretty soundly. The last emoton 
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of my mind before somnolency overpowered me, was, a 
hope that some Adonis, or other, would surprize, and fall 
in love with me, in that situation. [awoke from my slum- 
ber, found I had caught asad cold, but nota lover. 
Finding all my attacks on young men repelled, and that 
I was fast verging ino my thirtieth year; I next turned 
my attention to the widowers. But here I met with no 
better success than before: for though, I:commenced my 
operations as soon after the death of the spouse, as, decen- 
cy would permit, I generally found that the disconsolate 
husband, had engaged another partner for the remainder 
of his natural life. Resolving, for once, to be even with 
the greedy beings, who thus deprived me of my prey, I 
took up my residence at the house of Mr. Brinkerhoff; 
whose wife was in the last stage of a consumption. As 
Mr. Brinkerhoff was in a moderate way of business, and 
had only five small children, I esteemed it rather an eligi- 
ble match. Ihere had the duties to perform of cook, house 
maid, chambermaid and nurse; and to court, not only the 
father, but the mother and the children: and so adroitly 
did I manage my cards, that both mother and children had 
an evident partiality for me. About two weeks before 
Mrs. Brinkenhorff made her exit from this stage of action, 
when her husband, myself, and the daughter of a neigh- 





bour, were surrounding her bed, first requesting us to raise. 


her head a little, and then demanding our attention, she 
said, ‘© My dear Henry! when I am no more, you will 
wanta house-keeper; as it is not probable but that you 
may marry again; I advise you by all means to make Ma- 
ry Loveless your wife; and Mary, I think you had better 
have him for a husband, and I charge you be good to my 
children.” ‘Tears of unfeigned gratitude rushed forth, 

when I heard this speech; and partly removing the hand- 
kerehief from my eyes, I cast a most grateful look at Mrs. 
Brinkerhoff, and a most loving one at her husband. He 
likewise cast a most leving look; but ah! it was not’at me! 
—it was at the young chit at the foot of the bed. This I 
had the discernment to see, and the spirit not to notice. I 
therefore remained with Mrs. Brinkhrhof,, till her dissolu- 
tien took place; assisted at her exequies, and then return- 
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’ 

H ed to my paternal roof. In two weeks Mr. Brinkenhorff 
; married again. 

' (To be continued.} 

is 

4 

| SALEM DESERTED. 


Sweetest of bards, that ever sung, 
How deep was thy prophetic view, 
When soft those pensive accents rung, 
And bade the lovely scenes adieu, 
Those village scenes, [ whate’er the date, | 
Thine eyes in prospect only saw, 
k And bade thy weeping pencil draw, 
That we, to whom those lines relate, 
Might see the picture of our fate. 





r <ft did our eyes the picture view, 
q And oft admir’d the painter’s skill, 
i Yet never thought for us he drew 
, Those striking scenes of future ill ; 
Till rous’d by new events te wake, 

We learn from many a moving scene, 
\ W hat those prophetic drawings mean, 
While crowds their home and friends forsake, 
And from their fond embraces break. 


J» Though full before the poet’s sight, 
Appear’d th’ event that we deplere, 

f Yet still the cause was veil’d in night, 

is Nor own‘d was shining Mammon’s power. 

t; But now his golden hand appears, 

43 Alluring from the bow’rs of ease; 

| That have a thousand charms to please, 

To enter the abode of cares, 

Where riches grow, and splendor glares. 


Searce were we freed from British foes, 
And martial thunder sunk to rest ; 
When now a different passion rose, 
| : And peace was driven from the breast : 
The love of gold, that plaintive wept, 
Or slumber’d while the strife was vain, 
To gratify the thirst of gain, 
, Now rous’d to life, no longer slept, 
Y But smiling from its prison crept. 


— > Sane 





Scarce in the seul of restless man, 
Who always spurns at present good, 
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The epidemic rage began, 
To sport upon a golden flood, 

So fast it spread the Village round, 
When one poor wretch was heard complain ; 
Another own’d he felt the pain, 

Athirst the swift contagion feund, 

And groan to groan re-echoed round. 


Without consulting medic aid, 

Which ne’er indeed was wanted more ; 
Eaci: one his inclinations weigh’d, 

And own’d the force of Fancy’s power: 
All fix’d upon a change of air, 

For here it seems with too much breath, 
_ They kept away the archer death 
But in the city, not a hair 
Could tremble in the breezes there. 


In crowds descending to the shore, 
They pant for Philadelphia air, 
While idle shallops, now. no more, 
In vain their useless rigging wear. 
But freighted deep, the waves divide, 
While sails unfurl’d, the gales to find, 
With wishes fill’d if not with wind, 
So swift propel them o’er the tide,. 
They rather seem to fy than ride. 


The mansiens where their fathers dwelt, 
Endear’d by many a youthful scene, 

Where lively joys so oft were felt, 
While sporting on the shady green ; 

The rural walks, the fragrant bowers, 
And arbors where the tendril clung, 
Supporting vines with clusters hung ; 

Or where the honeysuckle towers, 

And spreads the vestibule with flowers; 


The domes themselves here built with sare, 
And fashion’d to their various taste, 

That ease might find a dwelling there, 
From all the labours of the past ; 

All these they leave for bustling streets, 
For crowded walks and narrow halls, 
Where scarce a stealing sunbeam falls, 

Where not a flower the senses greets, 

Nor cooling breeze the forest meets. 


But these are not the only charms, 
fhis sweetest village can impart, 
Where many a gentle spirit warms 
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Full many a generous feeling heart ; 
Where beauteous nymphs unpumber’d shine, 

In so much virtue, wit and grace, 

Where they not known of human race, 
Whoever to the earth incline : 
They'd be mistaken for divine. 


But all those charms cannot avail,. 
To bind deserters to their heme, 
Still crowds employ the spreading sail, 
Still leave the dear deserted dome. 
But should capricious fortune frown, 
Nor Mammon shed his influence there, 
They’ll seek again the country air, 
Again in crowds descending down, 
Salem shall all their wishes crown. 


A. 


ON PARTING’ WITH A HUSBAND. 


Be still, be still my aching heart, 
Ye [fruitless tears forbear to flow; 
Oh! when from one beloved we part, 
How keen the pangs the soul must know. 


Sleep, sleep in peace ye adverse gales, 
Nor you ye wavesin anger roar; 

May favoring breezes swellthe sails, 
That wafts thee to thy destined shore. 


Hear gracious Heaven my ardent prayer, 
Nor let my sighs ascend in vain, 
Make my Alonzo all your care, 
Unul he reach his home aguin. 


These bursting tears my anguish tell, 


Saints guard thee, love, farewell, farewell. ROSA, 


HEBREW MELODIES. 


I SAW THEE WEEP. 


T craw thee weep—'he big bright tear 
Came o’er that eye of blue; | 

And twen methought i did appear 
A violet dropping dew: 
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I saw thee smile—the sapphire’s blaze 
Beside thee ceased to shine; 

It could not match the living rays : 
That filled that glance ef thine. . 


As clouds from yonder sun receive ; " 
A deep and mellow dye, i 
Which scarce the shade of coming eve ; 
Could banish from the sky, " fF 
‘Those smiles unto the moodiest mind t 


Their own pure joys impart; 
Their sunshine leaves aglow behind 
That lighten’s o’er the heart. 


TO MISS C####**, 


It was not because I lov’d you less, 
Nor yet for lack of righteouss: 
That I have left Saint Pauls, 
By it I am freed from love's alarms, 
And you embraced in éetter arms, 
Thar G 
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ON HEARING CHRIST-CHURCH BELLS CHIME 
for Worshifi on Sunday Afo: ning. 


What pleasing scunds are those I hear! 
That calls the pious sou! to pray’r ; 

To offer up a contrite heart, 

And in God’s service bear a part; 

The soothing tones, O how I love! 

They tell me tis the hour to prove, 

The heart with gratitude o’erflows 

For blessings sent—or weeps for woes. 
God’s goodness hourly calls on man | 
To pray that he will bless each plan ! 
An etring judgment may éesign, 
For power is in the will divine, 
Who holds his being at that will 
Whose love’s his dearest pleasure still. : 
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Oh moy Tever love the way 
That Jeads the soul to realms of day ; i 
To God my father’s will resign f 
Eech wand’ring thought and wish ef mine; 
That when I’m call’d, and tife’s last sand is run, 
I may reply * Patber thy will be done.” 1 
CrcrLia, ‘ 
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THE INTELLECTUAL REGALE, 


MARRIED. 


On the 30th September, by the Rev, R. R. Roberts, Mr James Gi- 
van, Merchant, of Snow Hill, | Md.] to Miss Margaret Young, of thts 
city. 

In this city, on Tuesday evening, by the Rev. Dr. Janeway, the rev. 
Dr. Ashbel Green, President of the College of New-Jersey, to Miss 
Mary M‘Culloch, daughter of the late John M‘Culloch, esq. of Phi- 
ladelphia. 

At Hamilton’s Village, Thursday evening, by the Rev. Joseph Pil- 
more, Mr. Stephen North, to Miss Mary Williams, daughter of Mr. 
Ennion Williams. : 

DIED, 


On Wednesday morning, Mrs. Margaret Sayder, consort of 
Mr. George A. Snyder, daughter of the late Robert Aitken, deceas- 
ed. 
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TO SUBSCRIBERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. 


Harry Friendly next week, others under consideration, 

Title Pages, Index, and Subscribers’ names, will be sent in the 
course of the ensuing four weeks. The Editress is sorry that Clermont 
cannot conclude with the year. But she proposes to extend the se- 
cond Volume, till the Novel ends.--It will only increase the s'ze a few 
sheets, 

The Subscribers are respectfully informed, that the monthly col- 
lection will be made next Saturday, and 2s then the first year will ex- 
pire, those who desire to withdraw their subscription, will please to 
send in their names, and pay their arrears. Those who do not comply, 
will be considered as subscribers for the ensuing year, 
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WILL BE PUBLISHED, 
NEXT WEDNESDAY, 

AN ORIGINAL COMEDY IN FIVE ACTS, CALLED 
THE FAIR AMERICANS, 


BY MRS. CARR. 


Price 3! & 1-4 cents, payuble on delivery. To be put to press when 
three hundred copies are subscribed for. Subscriptions received at 
No.5. Hartuny’s Alley, and at the principal Book Stores and Libraries. 
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PH!ILADELPHIA:—Printed and published by MRS. CARR, 
No. 5. tlartung’s Ailey, running frum Second to Third, between 
Market and Arch Sireets. 











